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routine, is simply a nuisance on the Handel orchestra. And every
contingent trained by an artist who ranks the work among his
treasures, and part of whose artistic ambition it is to hear at last
in England a really adequate performance of it, is, as Judas Mac-
cabaeus says, "a thousand men."

Space hardly permits of a more particular account of the de-
tails of the performances. The successes of the orchestra were
the Berenice minuet, cleverly reserved by Mr Best so as to give
the seventy-two 'cellos a rare opportunity, and the Bouree from
the Water Music, in which the tenor-register of the bassoons
came out very prettily. The accompaniments used in The Messiah
were Mozart's, including, besides the usual reinforcements of
the brass parts, even that beautiful variation on The people that
walked in darkness, which has no more business at the Festival
than Liszt's Don Juan fantasia would have at a performance of
that opera. The solo singers shewed a considerable growth of
artistic self-respect as well as of respect for Handel. Even Albani,
who at her first appearance at a Festival took appalling liberties,
was this time comparatively faithful to the text. She does not
shine as a Handelian singer; but except in I know that my Re-
deemer liveth, and in an air from Rodelinda, both of which were
badly sung, she disarmed criticism if she did not exactly satisfy
it, Santley was the hero of the occasion, as far as the applause
went; and I am not sure that his admirers were not in the right;
for, in spite of his curious want of sang-froid, and his shots at
perfectly safe notes, none of the other voices were quite so
sound, so even, so unspoiled, and so telling. Lloyd's greatest
successes were gained on Selection day, in a solo from one of the
Chandos anthems, and in Love in her eyes, which he sang de-
lightfully. The contralto part in The Messiah was made a success
by dint of resolute exertion and clear diction; but when Miss
Marion McKenzie reaches Santley's age, she will not find herself
able to depend so largely as she does now on physical force. On
the last day the principal singers were at their worst. Lloyd was
obviously out of sorts, and fought hard but vainly against having
to repeat The enemy said. Nevertheless, he fully sustained his

224